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MAILBAG 


You mlsjurable trash rag. You lowly< 
blle-cuated, maggot-infested compi- 
lation of brain-damaged deficit 
number- IQ hacks scribbling their 
twisted, pathetic concepts of film 
criticism onto goats' vomi t-sta 1 ned 
scrolls not fit to wrap rotting trout 
in. You... oh shit, wait a sec... damn. 
I'm sorry, that was the rough draft 
of my letter to Cinefantaatlgue . my 
fault . 

However, in all seriousness, I felt 
like I had to write and tell you how 
much 1 love Subhuman (which tor me. 
Shock Xpress and SI imut ime as 


the bust sleaze-oriented fanzine around 
today). Considering your deviant 
inteio-its and warped sense of tiumor, 
you guys seem surprisingly literate and 
(:oiiiprehens i ble . It's refreshing to read 
trash film fans like myself who actually 
seem to know what the hell they're 
talking about. Instead of those that 
Just drone on endlessly about the film's 
best decapitation scene.... 

Travis K. /Grauford 

Claymont, DE 


tinues the weirdness and 
1 like it. I didn't 
Gilpin's Fiction review but 


Subhuman i 
that's thi 


fo 


ho and everyone else Knows how much I 
ifjtion i . . .Greg's walk thru 
ream was indeed a breath of 
Unfortunately, he's 100% 


the matiij 
f rest) a i . 

correct on the subject of child abuse 
rivalling the horrors of anything super- 
natural. 1 suspect Goodsell's excellent 
writing makes Fl.OMERS IN THE ATTIC 
sound much better than it really is. 

Craig Ledbetter 
Klngwood, TX 


I'm curious to know who your second 
favorite breast star of 1987 was? 

Though Sam Fox was a superb choice, I 
found myself torn to that little bundlsi 
of energy Lisa Lisa (without Cult Jan), 
who has recently attained the bad habit 
of wearing clothes one size too big 
(color black, no leas). You have to check 
out her early videos to catch her totmi 
You left out another breast celebrity of 
1987. That's right, your own multi- 
talented Dawn Doyle. (She is the one 
page three, second from the left In ycuir 
Cleavage editorial in #8, right?) 

Wasn't she In SUPERVIXENS? I knew It. | 
Please feature the luscious and creamy) 
(Mrs? Sister? Mother?) Dawn Doyle in a 
future Issue (at least a centerfold). 

I also feel a particular affinity for i 
Goodsell's "In A Dark Place..." article. 

1 too, have felt a certain lethargy 
creep up on me toward recent exploitation 
fare. Bored at throwaway nudity and the 
plastic gore. I ventured into TV exploi- 
tation with SHATTERED INNOCENCE, hoping 
hoping they will raise the art of the 
tease (since television can only suggest) 
Did you catch that Frontline special on 
PBS on Shauna Grant? Hell, Shattered 
followed that pretty closely. The flick 
did have its' amusing parts. With Shauna, 

2 mean Pauline, sniffing cocaine to lose 
and control her weight problem, but it 
quickly degenerated. As for the X-rated 
fare presented within the movie, it was 
as racy as the latest Disney special. 

With everyone dressed in long robes, 
covering every inch of flesh. So much 
for the art of tease 

Cris Miranda 

Norwalk, CT 




(some) FILMS by WOMtiM 
..—by Greg coodsell— — 

Roberta Findlay, Doris Wishman, June Ormond, Stephanie Rothman , , , all women 
connected to exploitation fdms. While these filmmakers have worked in an area 
dominated by men, it still seems that women in exploiution function mostly as 
decoration in front of the camera and as lowly gangster molls behind the camera 
Schlock director T.V. Mikels of ASTRO ZOMBIES fame, states he has a stable of 
young women who live with him who want to break into the film biz, who act 
basically as “go fers." “if I have a girl who wants to break into the business, fine, 

I help all I can. If not, well . . Yeah, su-ure Ted. 

Well shut mah mouf, down at the video shoppe 1 unearthed a Film that is actually 
the product of Mikels’ “castle wives," . . . KNEE DANCING. Directed by Doreen 
Ross, it tells the surrealistic voyage of Laura, the film’s heroine, as she evolves 
from go-go dancer to college student to divorced woman and back again. Since I 
rented this at a Third World video store emporium, 1 can only wonder what the 
reaction of the Korean families who rent this blind as part of the store’s 94« special 
promotion will be. KNEE DANCING is arty as all fuck. Y’know those things they 
show on public television as part of their “important-young-directors-who-weasel- 
grants-from-sympathetic-parties series?" KNEE DANCING is several steps further 
removed from those indulgences, one of the few fdms I’ve seen with almost no 
linear structure yet manages to tell a cohesive story. 

The film’s heroine begins the Fdm trapped in an airport waiting terminal. Con- 
stantly paged to the courtesy telephone, she is informed no one has called for her. 
She begins to question her own sanity as she collapses in the ladies’ room, reliving 
her life in flashbacks. The Blm traces her background as an abused child used 
sexually by her dirtbag father. KNEE DANCING doesn’t pull back, bravely showing 
full frontal nudity in the context of the film’s Incest theme. Unlike other feminist 
works, DANCING shows Laura Just as much a victim of what she does to herself 
as what men do to her — she rejects a loving relationship from a young music 
student, the only caring individual in the stoiy, male or otherwise. Extremely ambiti- 
ous for iU budget (doubt if they had enough to pay for the film stock), the film 
features an impressive, expressionistlc set for the air terminal, a white-on-white 
futuristic nightmare instantly recognizable to air travelers. 

KNEE DANCING is very good at what it is, but is done In due to technical incom- 
petence. Blame lays solely on T.V. Mikels’ shoulders, who serves as director of 
photography, his night-scenes filmed as if at the bottom of a coal shaft as seen in 
his BLOOD ORGT OF THE SHE DEVILS, et al. Worth a look. 

Women filmmakers also find their niche In documentary filmmaking, a genre 
hotly reserved for sympathetic audiences, forsaking the rigors demanded by com- 
mercial product One such documentary that strays firmly into SVBHVHAK territ- 
ory is RATE IT X. a feminist lesbian look at pornography and sexism In the media 
RATE IT X pulls every dirty trick out of the documentary filmmaker’s handbag; it 
offers no dissenting views, edits interviewees to make them appear stupid, and 
naturally — only shows men. It’s one thing to show an unwashed petv in an adult 
bookstore saying how women like to “be roughed up a little bit" How about showing 
female porn stars defending their profession? Lordy knows it takes more than one 
sex to create most porno. RATE IT X gives pathetic human slug Joel M. Reed one 


mure opportunity to rant about his BLOODSUCKING FREAKS and how it was 
shut down by the Women Against Pornography people a trillion years ago. After 
some clips of the human dartboard scene, the action cuts to the Eighth Street 
Playhouse, said theatre that was picketed as the manager details the box office 
grosses that week. If I recall, this theatre showed the ILSA series on alternationg 
weekends. Why didn't these women give space to this exemplary role model? 

RATE IT X does earn its credibility in the final scenes showing the cartoonist 
of HUSTLER magazine's “Chester the Molester" playing with his own infant daugh- 
ter (significantly the only female shown in the film other than the women depicted 
in the porn material and the disembodied white-gloved hands of the filmmakers). 
It's chilling seeing the old Chester cartoons juxtaposed with scenes of the artist 
with this daughter, innocent lines as “stop that, listen to daddy" taking on the 
guidelines set forth by Gloria Steinem in an early issue of Mg. magazine: if a woman 
writes it. it's erotica. When a man writes it. it’s pornography. 

HEAVEN is another documentary made by a women, i.e. Diane Keaton, star of 
Woody Allen’s ANNIE HALL. MANHATTAN, etc. Prior to making the widely seen 
rock \ddeo of Belinda Carlisle's “Heaven is a Place On Earth," it was widely ignored. 
Out on video, it’s easy to see why it vanished without a trace. It’s bad. REAL bad. 
But now out on video, I find myself rewinding it and playing my favorite parts over 
and over again like this week’s faddy disco single. It’s a perverse little film that 
thinks it has nothing to do with FACES OF DEATH or SHOCKING ASIA when 
they are In fact close relations. Foremost, it's a documentary all about DEATH. 
Death, death, death, death. Keaton strives for a twee and artsy presentation but 
can't disguise the fact that HEAVEN is as cruel and exploitive as it gets. 

Gathering weirdos into a spacy art gallery, Keaton fields questions and thoughts 
on the great beyond with the subtlety of a flying pickaxe. Love the scene where she 
shows an old lady who kicked the bucket three weeks after shooting completed, 
saying “I’m not afraid to diet" while the camera doesn’t leave her face until we see 
her flinch. 

Keaton roped a motley assortment of misfits and wackos who believe in an after- 
life. presenting them in an even more unflattering light, her attitude being, "geez, 
what a motley assortment of misfits and wackos! And you thought my Annie Hall 
was fucked upt" Clips from METROPOLIS, GREEN PASTURES, STAIRWATTO 
HEAVEN are cut in so ineptly it looks like the eleventh hour work of a late night 
cable television show ill-prepared to come up with a Friday or Saturday night 
wallpaper for messed-up partygoers. 

From one of America’s highest lauded actresses comes a pseudo-documentary 
that's every bit as facile, ugly, abrasive, exploitive, worthless, and irritating as any 
installment in the FACES OF DEATH series. 

1 know that’s why I like it so well. 


(This article is dedicated to Leni Riefenstahl.) 



PUNISHMENT 
of ANNE 

review by Dave Siurek 



I know what you’re saying - "Watching this flick proves my long-held theory 
that Dave Szurek is a sexual geek", and 1 can imagine the guffaws when I say 
I came by this almost by accident and viewed it out of curlouslty. Like the guy 
who reads PLAYBOY for the articles, eh? Yeah, well It may surprise some of you 
to know that during the period of my "sexual awakening" - you know, that era 
when they claim most people undergo bisexuality? - 1 was Inclined to S+M fan- 
tasies. At the aame time, 1 was not a "cruel" person, so I looked around for a 
nice confirmed masochist for whom what the "average" person calls pain was a 
pleasurable form of foreplay and not having encountered one who also pushed 
the correct emotional buttons ( I did not wish to gamble with wishful thinking, 
so her tastes In that area had to be confirmed, sel f -acknowledged and out In the 
open). Before reaching adulthood when the desires vanished, I spent a good portion 
of my teen years jacking off. Still, I've maintained a "clinical" (yeah, go ahead 
and laugh) interest In the subject and when a friend of mine whose video outlet 
was eiosed for several daya of "alterations" showed up suggesting a "trade", 1 
was stunnsd to find a copy of Radley Hotzgor’a S*M ditty In his possession. Bring- 
ing this up to him, he sheepishly replied that he had given the clerk the wrong 
number and taken home a flick he didn't want. Figuring that It might be "fun" 
to sample what would have turned me on as a kid and to see how the subject matter 
was handled - most filmmakers who’ve dealt with this have shown an amazing lack 
of understanding of what It's about - Metzger seems no exception, thrown In a 
terribly misogynlstic attitude which is not necessarily part of the trip or 
attempted to mask S+M as something else altogether ( refer to McLINTOCK, KISS ME 
KATE, etc ), I decided to give it a bumble. Likely story, right? Hey, I can't 
help It if you think I'm trying to sell swampland. 

Metzger blew it. He seems to be trying to exploit S+M tastes while having no 
empathy for those tastes whatsoever! flying blind with a reliance on what "others” 
have told him. The result Is one of the blandest, least stimulating things to ever 
rscleve an X rating. I tried reviving the early adolescent mentality and I still 
couldn’t see getting an erection, even though the woman who plays Anne (Mary 
Maudlin) Is one of the most gorgeous actcesses I've seen In awhile and exhibits 
enough dramatic skill to probably rise above the porn market. Actually, the whole 
damn cast - including a male lead who looks almost Identical to David A. Hess but 
is a better actor than he (sorry, Hess fans) - Is head and shoulders above what 
is usually seen In these things. The production values too. are of a higher cal- 
iber than usual, except when It comes to the wildly unconvincing simulated sex 
and sadism scenes. One "spanking" for instance, is so obviously faked that it's 
hard not to laugh. A few other scenea show shocking nalvette about what turns S+M 
freaks on. . . ^ ..i. 

Plot concerns a josrnallst who returns home after a long absence to find that 
his wife has taken on Anno, a lesbian lover deceptively fitting the "ultra- 
feminine" etereotype on the surface. It doesn't take long until he learns that 
Anne Is a masochist (albeit an extremely unconvincing one who constantly radiates 
displeasure but always comes back for more) whom his wife has been keeping around 
to satisfy her algolagnlac Impulses. Seems he too goes In for sadism, so they 
join together as a threesome. From that point on, there Is no real plot but 
turn-ons are almost as scarce, as the marrleds constantly mistreat Anne - usually 
mentally (Ironically, film does not have a particularly mean-spirited atmosphere) 
and in rather mild efforts at -humiliating" her. Time is taken out for coerced 
off-screen sex with hubby, the forced holding of urine, a thorny rose up the 
female groceries, spankings so tame and Ineptly executed that one forgets they 
existed ten seconds after watching them, groin-grabbing in public and the greatest 
indignity of all - bathing by external hands. Obviously, this Is a slice of life 
among the kinky orgy set but since the audience never gets Involved and walks 
away with a feeling of emptiness and regret that so much film was wasted? what's 
the point? 


THE PUNISHHEHT OF ANNE Is more successful as a drama than as porn. Although 
generally restricted to "adults only" sections of video stores and although 
once the initial plot has been established remarkably single-minded and even 
relentless, this may be one of t)ie few skin flicks responsible for not a singlib 
erection. Don't waste your money If you're so Inclined, you can think up bette. 
fantasien in your ( and the ) head. 


5 



Whilu uuckuig db ih« apprentice film editor on MGM’s Xa the Heat of the 
tiiilllL (for tu I u V i e ion ) , I met an aeslstant editor In an adjacent cutting 
room (ho wae working on an action aeries fur an Independent network). My new 
Irioiid, who did nut wiali to be identified in this interview (let's just call 
him Mr. X, aiidll uuV), ia a very funny fellow, and I found we had many inte- 
t'oela in cummun, anch aa Uritiah comedy ( The Goon Show , Perek i Clive ) and 
CD only lucurd aiiupa. Tiiu cunva aomuliow got around to porno, as T discovered 
In: hiid allot a lljiiim. allurii .lulm llulmea epic in tiie late 60'a (I had written 
tour porno books in early 19B0 In New Vork City>-where else?--but that, as 
G.iioid Lhu uarbiiriaii might grunt, ia anotlier story). Hell, 1 knew it was 

inaterldl if I'd ever heard Itl So, in the interest of our wanting 
In subject you, gentle reader, to the very depths of human degradation and 
depravity, it was in tliat spirit tliia interview was conducted. 

Also of nutu ia that this talk Look place on the evening of March lOth, 
I'Mlii two days before Holmes died of complications from AIDS. 


Krib tlLiuini So liuw'd you get this 
joh? 

Mr^ X: I knew the director's sister 
(he did not wish to name him); 1 got 
involved In shuoilng a natural birthi 
she had Introduced mu to this couple 
who wuMtud to have a natural birth 
phol nejraphud , whicli 1 did Cor them. 

‘ihiM aiatur's brother saw tiie film, 
loved niy photugrapiiy and asked me if 
l‘<l do this (porno film) fur him. I 
waa out of money at the time, I had 
no job, and It meant working Friday 
night, all day Saturday and all day 
Sunday. And I got a nice price fur 
II. Thun he asked me to cut the film 
wliicli 1 lefused to do, so he did it, 
then asked me to come in oticu In 
.■while lo look at some of his cutting. 
Then I was no loiujer Involved with 1 1 
in i.iit, I novel s.iw the finlaiied 
pi nil of tile film. Then that was the 
I.oiL 1 ever ho.Jiii of liimi he never 
i.illeil me aijiiin, and 1 don't know what 
ever hiippeiiud to lilm. 

KG 1 So at the time you were making a 
I Ivin. I ,i:> a phot oij r aphur 7 

M£. Xi A c I iieiiia tog i aphur , yea; I was 
m.iinly involved at the time In ahuot- 
iii.j educational filma for high achool 
and i.'ollerje Kids, such aa anti drug 
flliiia .Hid films about prejudice. 

Training films. This was in Hollywood. 

Kii: So yon shut tills porno flick, 

■ Mlied Tnjoy, in I wo d.iys and one night. 
How iiiui.'h did they jiay you',* 


KG ; (Miat was the director like to work 
with? 

Mr ■ Xi He was O.K. He was a nice guyi he 
didn't push me around, or anybody else. 

kO 1 Hhab was John Holmes like? 

Mr . Xi A snob, not very nice and arrogant. 
KG 1 A "big prick," so to speak. 

Mr ■ Xs Yeah, there you go [chuckles]; I 
really didn't care too much for his person- 
ality. There were certain scenes in which 
the director would ask him, "Could we do 
this again?" And he'd answer. "No, that's 
it; that's good enough." Like a couple of 
blow-job scenes the director wanted done 
a certain way, or done over. Holmes hadn't 
come yet, but he said, "No no, that's good 
enough; you gut it. Let's go." In fact, I 
Was on a (camera] crane, and he'd just 
wulk under me, saying, "No, 1 gotta go." 
Hut yuL, he got his money. 

KG i What's your reaction to the news he's 
fttien I dying of AIDS? 

Xi Hull, I really couldn't care less 
about him, bucduae I really don't approve 
at what he made his living at; from what 
I was told, he'd been doing this ever 
airicu he was 16, and that’s all he did. He 
atartud out posing for stills, gradually 
went into films, then started producing 
aiyl directing some of his own. So I have ,. 
lur sympatliy fur lilm. He'S gone AC/DC, 
you Know . 


KG i Aliy other "big" names in the cast? 


Ml . X I J'lUO . 


Hr . Xj No, but there was a lot of 
other people, and there was a married 
couple of performers who’d been in 
other poriios and liad done a lot of 
still work. There were about five to 
eight women-- ! can ' t .remember that 
far back--the same with men. One 
young man was 10, and the women were 
up to their late 30’s. We even had 
some transsexuals; we Just photo- 
graphed them; we didn't show them 
having sex. There were two men who 
liad breasts and. small penlses and 
testicles: one man had already had 
his operation, so he had breasts, and 
and had his penis and testicles re- 
moved . 

KU i Me already had a vagina? 

Mr . X: Yes, and It was . . . very ugly. 

Me shot the transsexuals on a bed, 
playing with themselves; most of them 
were alone. Some of the women had 
very large clitorises and we showed 
how they protruded out of their 
vaginas (Dear reader, does It make 
you feel dirty reading this? Be- 
cause it makes me feel unclean Just 
to type iti - K.G.]. And of course 
we had them just showing different 
sizes and shapes (of vaginas), which 
they'd open and close, and I'd have 
to zoom into them. The transsexuals 
wore mainly Just standing and posing, 
just to show you what they looked 
like. That was the whole premise of 
En joy t no matter what you look like 
or how you're shaped, you can still 
enjoy sex. And then we had guys Just 
standing, showing the different sizes 
of their flaccid penises, and then 
they'd have different sizes of erec- 
tions; the camera was not on when 
a woman, who was hired just for this 
purposo. would suck them to an erec- 
t Ion. Then shu'd gut out of camera 
range, so you saw them before and 
after (erections). 

KG I But this was iiard-core, right? 


and she was sucking him off. Then tiiere 
was this 18-year old kid who had a small 
penis to begin with, but then they put 
ice cubes behind his balls to make it 
even . smal let . It was to show a comparisc 
because this 18-year old and John Holmes 
standing next to each other was Just a 
sight to be seen. And, backtracking now, 
the man who was made Into a woman was 
really a strange-looklng human because 
he had breasts that looked like a fat 
man's-- maybe a little bit bigger--and 
and he had a woman's hair. Then when I 
had to photograph hls--or her--vagina 
it was Just not normal looking, because 
it wasn't straight and clean; it was 
almost Jagged and you could almost see 
the scar tissue. And yet he, she . was 
married to a man who didn't know she'd 
had an operation; in fact, when we photc 
graphed this person, we had to put a 
pillowcase over his head--her head-- 
1 ts head. 

KG ; This sounds like one of those "old" 
16mm silent loops. 

Mr . Xi Yes, with a music transfer, and 
I'd estimate it was between 45 minutes 
to one hour long. It was really under- 
ground. It was shot in a large loft, 
somewhere on Las Palmas Blvd near 
Hollywood Blvd. It was above a store anc 
it was very, very large. In the begin- 
ning of the film we Just showed you 
different f orms--d 1 f ferent sizes and 
shapes--of human beings; we got a lot of 
college people In. TIten it ends with a 
whole big number with a man and a woman 
who really went through the whole number 
of foreplay and having sex. While he was 
screwing her we had a backdrop, a black 
cloth, behind tlielr white bodies. Then 
he came too soon, so we had to stop and 
lie had to replenish himself by eating 
raw eggs. Then we went back and they 
continued again and, before he came, we 
had to stop everything, take the black 
backdrop away and put up a white one. 

And then, from the same camera position, 
he came, and that was supposed to be 
the "cl Imax" . 




Mr ■ X: Ye4)i. at first It was beacause 
I'd never done anytliing like tliat 
Uefure, and it was a little bit ein- 
barraslng. There were the stagehands 
around of course, and there were about 
five elderly men sitting at a card 
Laltiu, watciiliKj, because tliey (juL iip 
the nioitey. Then we did a crane shot^ 
straight down to the couple, then 
gradually craned down and around to 
their side view, gut close-ups 
between their legs and of their hands 
and her breasts, then I zoomed in for 
the come shut. The first day 1 walked 
into the room, and off to the right 
tlnire was this smaller room in which 
people were undrussing and walking 
around nude. And one woman, who was 
fully dressed, was trimming pubic 
iidirs on the men and the women so 
it'd look nice; then they had make-up 
put on their bodies. There was this 
young couple, boyfriend and girlfriend 
from (JCliA; we showed him standing 
there in the nude, then he went and 
sat down while this girl blew him. 
wiLli his girlfriend sitting right next 
to Lliem. Then he said to the director. 
“I tied an acc ideiit " --he ' d come in her 
moutii--dnd he didn't know how he 
cotild get another hard-on. So ills 
girlfriend volunteered to do It. but 
they wanted to do It In privacy, so 
they went Into tlie bathroom and she 
gave him liead . And the girl who was 
hired to give blow jobs was stripped 
to the waist; she had very large 
breasts, so wliile the guys were being 
sucked off they could play with her 
tits at the same time. 


bid you see anything else that 
:ked or disgusted you? 


Hr ■ X: The guy wlio'd already had his 
opiiration grossed me out; that was 
really unpleasant to look at, yet I 
had Co get between the legs and 
photograpli It as tiie vagina was being 
opened, and zoom into it. I had to 
make sure the light was getting in 
there to show what it looked like-- 
iL was not a pretty plcLiirel 

donna 


Mr ■ Xi The young couple was actually mar- 
led, and we'd take breaks every once In 
awhile where we'd get into this little 
room and alt around to talk. The young 
wife had already had a baby--l think he 
was around three years old--and she said 
that when the boy got old enough, she was 
gonna Leach him all about sex, and that 
she was gonna have sex with him. 


Hr^ Xi Not wanted to. but as sort of an . 
educational thing; she'd be his first 
piece, to show the boy what it was all 
about. And the father agreed It was the 
best way, and that if they had a daugh- 
ter, he'd do the same thing. Everybody 
sat around and mainly talked about their 
sexual attitudes and experlencesi every- 
one there thought sex was a must and, 
no matter how you did it, it was O.K. 

KG: Any other stories? They ask you to 
make any more films? 

Mr . Xt The guy who rented the facilities 
to us came over and asked me, during 
one of the breaks. If I'd like to, and 
1 said O.K. because I needed the money 
and I thought I could do it again. So I 
went to sea him but then I got a little 
scared because, sitting all around the 
walls, were men only--young men. That 
came as a bit of a jolt, because I've 
never wanted anything to do with homo- 
sexuals; I thought for sure it was gonna 
be men and women. And when I got there 
and it was only men, and some of them 
were teenagers, I said way am I gonna 
get involved with thisi The guy was kind 
of sorry, because he'd already seen some 
of my footage and he'd liked what I shot, 
and the way 1 shot It. But I said, "I'm 
not gonna do this," and I left, never to 
be seen or heard from again. And the 
director had liked what I'd done. I think 
he had the performers sign some sort of 
release saying it was okay with them to 
be photographed having sex. One of the 
women who applied the make-up was older 
but very well-preserved, and she giggled 
at the sex on a few occasions; It being 
without any sound. It was O.K. No one 
cared; they liked her reaction. You 


could see she was getting warmed up by 
it all; she was cute; it was fun to 
watch her. And to get the 18 year old, 
the director and one of the gaffers 
(electricians] went out on Hollywood 
Filvd and found a kid, paid him and 
brought him in. And while he was holding 
the ice cubes behind his balls, the 
kid kept saying, "You know, I may have 
a small cock but I do well with the > 
women; they like me because I'm good 
1 ouk i iig" . 

KO ; What name did you use in the credits? 

Mr ■ Xi 1 did not have a credit; there 
was no credit as to who photographed 
the film. 

KG I Hhdt was the one thing you walked 
away from the experience with? 

Hr . Xi It made me feel as tjiough I were 
in Hades, that it was something you 
might see going on in Hades, with every- 
one walking around naked and having sex, 
and doing every little crazy thing there 
is to do with sex. It was a weird feeling 
because I'd never been Involved with 
anything like that in my entire career, 
roming from shooting educational films, 
Lotin.igcru and collogo students. 

(<ii I bid it scare you. Like you were going 
tigainst God or something? 
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yuah, I ra:t line J waa 
doing something wrong but I thought. 

I can't help it; X need the money. 

In fact, months later when it was all 
over, I thought, Hell, I can never 
do that again, and I hope that I'm 
never so down and out that I have to 
stoop so low again. 

KG ; If someone offered you some good 
bucks, would you do it again? 

Mr ■ Xi Well, I'd have to give it a lot 
more thought. Maybe, you know, be- 
cause it seems we're sort of lax 
these days about that. Its really hard 
for me to figure out. unless it 
happened. 1 don't know. 

KO i What did you shoot after that? 

Mr . X: 1 went back Into shooting more 
educational films for schools. Then 
I went to work for.... a large company 
(laughs; he means a movie studio he 
doesn't wish to name]. I got back Into 
the union, doing professional things 
until winding up a film editor, so 
there I stayed. 

oeds on that 


Mr . X; { just look at It as experience 
It was strange, and it's history; I 
did it. Not that I'm proud of it, but 
it's an experience that I did. And 
it's over with. * 
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bY UNCLE REMUS 


WOT IN on: tliilLL IS UE BLOU UOIN IN ABUEVILl.E, LOUISIANA?! COIJD IT 
□ e DE KITE TO MURK [,AWS MICII HAK IT £-2 TO HIRE NON-ONION (no doubt) 
OH IS IT OAT CAJUNZ APEAL TO HE ULOBZ REFINED TASTE FAR CULTURAL 
DEl.ICAZIES l.e. "CAJUN Al.A SLIME" OR "CAJUN ALA NAPALM"? NO MATTER 
CUZ I BE QLAO DAT I GOT TO BE A PART OF DIS PROOUSHUN, HE. 


"OK! BacK to your il. and Camera Up!" Temperatureti on the etreet during this 
tliree-weuk location shoot were into the 20 degrees F and and several nights it 
had a 17-dugruo wind chill factor (( bet titey didn't count on this Kind of 
weather in Louisiana, even in January). The set was starting to look like a 
hunters’ convention with most of the crew walking around in tneulated camoflage 
overalls. Even Chuck Russell (Director) wore one on occassion. 

I started in the secoitd week of shooting in all places , "Wardrobe" . Being as 
i can't sew, instead of "Costumer", my official title was "Specialty Costume 
Engineer" as given by Joseph Porro, Costume Designer (also for NEAR DARK, FRIGHT 
NIGHT II). My functions were to maintain "Enviro Suits" used by Extras, Stuntmen 
and two of the Principals. And believe me, they kept us busy. There ware 25 white 
suits, boots, helmets and back packs. IS of these w^ce for Extras, 4 for the 2 
I'rinclpals (Jack Rader and Joe Seneca). We kept 2 of these suits lalde to be used 
when they moved tiie set back to L.A. for the final shooting ... they had to be 
clean and fresh for continuity. The final 6 of these suits were used by the 
Stuntmen; these suits really went thru the ringer. Tiiey had to be stripped of 
batteries and lights continuously, depending on how complicated the stunt was. 

Some stunts Involving explosions and erupting streets required that the stuntmen 
bu thrown IS feet up and about 20 feet backwards and truly put our talents and 
the suits to the test. (We tiad to put a lot of extra foam padding in the helmets 
and on the metal braces of the back packs] Our biggest problem with the suits 
was that the face shellds fogged heavily and rapidly due to the extreme cold, 
causing the breath to condensate on Che inside of the shellds. This proved to be 
a major problem on camera, and we tried everything that could be bought, borrowed 
or stolon to defog glass or windshellds of cars. He finally settled for "Ever- 
clear" (No, not that 180 proof grain alcohol )... 1 t waa a stick of soft, clear wax 
that when rubbed on to the sheild and then wiped to a thin coat with cloth, gave 
us 3 to 5 mlnutos of clear sliellds and allowed the shoot to go on. He were 
constantly having to run onto ttiu sot and wipe them down while they were still on 
tholr iieads (when you sue the movie, you'll understand whatta bitch this was to 
do especially when you had 10 to 15 of these white suits walking around for 12 
hours a night). Alot of these suits were destroyed during the stunts, especially 
those involving fire and mullple falls and spills the stuntmen had to perform 
evury nlglit and we had to make them last the full three weeks. 

Highlights on this sec were the llgliting (this being mostly a night shooting) 
l.lic cast and the stunts. The lighting was “par excellance" and gave the set an 
.{iiihtencu that when you cut off your perlplieral vision of the scaffolding, cameras 
and llgitts; it was as if you were watcliliig three fuckin' movies, also in one 
scone whore they are shuuliiig thu inside of a mechanics' garage and it is suppuse<. 
lo bu lute afternoon outside (it's really 3 in the fuckin' mornin') and there I'm 
sitting thinking it's light outside and I felt awake (for a moment). This being 
my first time on a “real set", I found the sensation overwhelming; what can I say 
but "I'm Impressed". 

Thu cast was lilglUy qualified tor tlie task at hand, updating tlie 50's clas- 
sic Into tlie BO'S, and tiiat they did. 'fhuy were Shawnee Smith (SUMMER SCHOOL) as 
"Mi!i| I'unny tiio lleruinu, Keyin 0il!.on (HEAVEN HEI.P US, PI.ATOON, REMOTE CONTROL) 

,is "lliian Flagg" tl;e All American Anti JIero, Donovan Leitch (DONOVAN'S "mellow 
yollow" son) as I'Paul Taylor" all American High School Male, Ricky Paul Golden 
.IS "Scott .Jei'skuy" another all American High School Male, Art LaFleur as "Mr. 
Penny'', Del Cl ose as "Reverend Meeker" the atypical man of the cloth hellbent 
on self fullfilling prophecy of Apocalypse, Paul McCrane (the weasel dick that 
i|oL molted by toxic waste In HOHOCOi') as Urlycjs the Deputy Sheriff (Barney Fife, 
he ain't), Joe Seneca (tlie bluusmaii in CROSSROADS) as Meadows the head scientist 

>-u 


I, III i.it, ll.iicits lliu ii li Jar Mead tor Special Forces against 

Uii' 111. ill. and Hr, ill IHnhigslrj .is Moss, At.u mechanic. 

Tun 111 lIk! .ii-i'urs thdt Stiind iitit and were of particular interest to me were 
Jim Sciin-a and Del Close. Joe's delivery of lines were Incredible during a peah 
.. rnr .iiid u.is totally liolievablc. Hel Close as the Reverend, a not to alien-type 
loi ihi: Smith, fit the rule accurately and his style seemed effortless and not 
fm-cml. : 

riiin is goin to be one helluva action version and de Blob be one bad Mofo. 

I'ho stum people had to work practically every set except most covered sets, 
ih.y wiir Cary Minins, Ceorge Fisher, M 1 ke ' Dei.iina , Gil Combs (Kevin's stunt double) 
:,l.v,. ilolld.iy. Hick tJ.iiigh, Janet tirady (SliHwnou's double), Rick I.afevour, David 
limtoii, IMul Shrirod and Fred lllrce. Ml the stunt people served time as stunt 
p.itiiiiiu ( non . descr i pi bystander) during the panic and mayhem scenes, adding the 
ni.iiiy prat falls iini'ossary to "make the pain look real”. Kudos to these guysl 

I'lir truly am.izing thing about this movie Is that they put two very good genre: 
dlrecloib IngoLlicr In one movie. Chuck Russell (NIGHTMARE ON ELM STREET III) and 
M.irk liwlii (I1 I:ai> ZnNE, V I HEODROME , THE FI.V...a real Cronenberg kinda guy); these 
two guys are gonna dish out a clnomaLlc treat to all you carnlverous celluloid 
luiikli-s Uils .Inly (projected release at the time) and with their collective track , 
rei'oiil. Miere shuiiUI he no doubt as to the outcome of this feature. 

l.,isL but not least, my co-workers were Scott Thomllnson, Sanya Hays (Costume 
.Su|><!r), Carroll Hellly, Kayla Hoiidreaux, Suzanne Challlot and my Wife. ..we flat 
woi k.'d mil asses off. i 

Well, I blew a few iiurns and hopefully 1 didn't reveal any plo^ structures... 

II. me definitely was a veil of secrocy Involving Press releases during the three 
wi >'k:i In Alibovllle but alas, 1 see an artlcla in a Chicago fanzine slaggln' me 
.iiid m.iKlii’ liku bni'iimm I'm from t.oulslana, 1 couldn’t possibly have the right 
III wiMo .iirc.m my onper ienoos or hei-ausu I'm not the member of some fraternity 
CIHML A HHEAK I . . -iXlS Gllll i Eiyvi!!' Nuff Saldl 

Co sue this movie, spend your money, buy popcorn, get drinks, some anowcaps 
I'oiiniit MAH'S, rent the video, bring your Grandma ... the first movie scared the 
-.hil out oi hot. See if this uiio kills her. It'S kinda wild, kinda Charlie. 


ey Eliot P. Ness 
(as reported to Kris Gtipini 

Dear ladles & gentleman, I sit here before you (or, rather, my Olympia manual! with 
Creeping Bile of the Throat; no amount of fresh excrement can appropriately express- 
the disgust l experienced at a recent Hollywood Boulevard screening of a new screaming 
Shit Flick. People were degraded to the level of Sub-animallstic (Cro-Magnon species) 
and blood, viscera, and human excrement ran rampant and In equal measure throughout 
the film’s running time. 

And that was only from the theater audience! 

I knew I was In trouble upon approaching the box office of the tiny Wormhole Theater 
(constructed, apparently, in the In the early 15(K)'S): therein sat a youngster (apparently 
female) of Indeterminate age with two enlarged cold sores (at least I hope that's what 
they were) on her/his lips, giving the exaggerated mouth the appearance of a puckering 
aborigine. 

I wiped off my ticket and handed it to the doorman, who seemed to be draining NIagra 
Falls from his nose, he kept picking and wiping at hIs flowing nostrils and I declined to 
take back my half of the ticket stub. 

At the concession stand (which looked to have about half the populace of SoutT^ern 
California in front of it) I asked for an Orange Bang and a six-ounce box of something 
called Iris Rings (on sale for $3.95); I saw to my horror that the concession man had an 
eye patch (his one good eye kept drawing to the bridge of his nose, as if to catch sight 
of the phantom eye that was no longer there), and kept running from spigot to spigot, 
frantically screaming, "Is this lt?l Is this It?!" as he tried to track down the drink you 
wanted, jhe little children In the crowd (they were avirtual melting pot of pre-pubes- 
cence) were all laughing— and even spitting— at him, being urged on by their equally 
ridiculing parents; I even heard one mother In the crowd ask her little girl, "Look, Janey; 
aren't that man’s eyes funny? ” By that time, however, I was almost crying for this poor 
man, and I decided to cut out of the sea of sweating bodies and head for the bathroom 
(due to an old war wound, I have to urinate before and after each film I see, lest my 
water starts to seep from out of the pores In my thighs). 

12 — ^ 


The Scum People 


Upon entering the bathroom, mv senses were assaulted by clouds of rusty-smelling 
marijuana smoke (I started to choke almost immediately) and the horribly dense, thick 
scent of rancid feces; 1 have acutaily smelled foxholes full of dead bodies that were less 
offensive to the nasal cavities, yet most of the ocunitess men there were laughing loudly 
and heartily eating their candy and popcorn items, all the while practicing Intense and 
highly-audible flatulence, as If to see who could produce the most noise from their anal 
cavity. 

Walking past the unending lines before the urinals (l cannot relieve myself in front of 
others) l headed toward the old, spotted toilet stalls (someone had apparently tried to 
rip all the doors off their hinges years ago), and was utterly shocked to see, sitting at a 
small table just beside the last urinal, a bathroom attendant, complete with towels and 
a shoe shine kitl I could see that he had half of an old cigar box on the table (he was an 
old black man), which looked to be completely filled with trinkets, buttons, broken 
toothpicks and even soiled prophylactics. One young black, after pissing an unending 
yellow stream on a strip of wall between two urinals, wiped his excessive member off 
with one of the towels and threw It into the cigar box. The old man smiled and thanked 
him. 


I managed to squeeze inside a stall and do my awful business (being repelled by the 
moving of my own bowels, l try to hold it off as long as possible — sometimes as long 
as two or three weeks — but this day It could not be avoided — get It?). Almost twenty 
minutes later, after I had finished, I heard a most horrible gagging coming from the next 
stall (by this time most everyone had cleared out). Upon washing my hands, I noted that 
the bathroom attendant was not at his table, and that there were two pairs of shoes 
sticking out from under the noisy toilet stall, one pair facing the nearest wall and one 
pointing In the opposite direction. 1 didn't care to investigate any further and, upon 
turning to leav^, saw a sight i suppose i shall never forget: apparently unable to find an 
empty stall, an unashamed midget had hoisted himself up and was sitting In one of the 
urinals, smoking a long cigar and spitting, and making offensive grunting sounds while 
dangling his tiny trousers around his size Vh Keds. Witti that, I all but ran out of the 
men's room and Into the auditorium. 

Finally, the film started up. It was some brand-new and Immediately obscure 
little Item entitled THE SCUM people, unfortunately (or perhaps the opposite 
Is appropriate here), l was not long for that movie theatre, and never did finish 
the screening. 

Although the film had already begun, there were several patrons who insisted 
on playing their portable tape players at near-earburstlng levels, so after a 
moment the projectionist compensated by turning up the volume on the sound- 
track of the film. This went on until the noise in the movie house was almost 
deafening, which somehow caused the muiti-natlonalized children In the audi- 
ence to jump from their seats and run rampant around the theatre auditorium 
shouting, 'Mee-mee-mee-meell ' as If they were on fire. This caused their par- 
ents to laugh loudly — the film trying to run all the while — as they threw 
pennies at their little sons and daughters, treating them as moving targets; 
most of the coins bounced off people s heads, and when the occasional patron 
would sustain an eye Injury in this manner, loud laughter and hand slaps could 
be heard over the victory. 

Meanwhile, It seemed that THE SCUM people was a grainy ass-held camera 
production about a family of ultra-poor folk on Skid row who had a literally 
countless number of children; kids by the dozen constantly passed In front of 
the camera, as the fat greasy father (who changed llghtbulbs for a living) was 
forever farting (always getting a child In the face, which seemed to be the 
running gag) and blowing snot from out his nose by pinching the opposing 
nostril. The mother was a bag-lady, who would repeatedly beat other such 
decrepit women with her plastic K-Mart shopping sacks, proclaiming, “This Is 
mv corner! ’ ^ 


The filmmakers (who actually go uhnamed In the film's creditsi seemed to have Been 
producing a half assed attempt at social pathos here, as all family members are forced 
to wipe themselves with their own clothing I 'You think we can afford ass-wIpe?!" Mr. 
Scum would scream with venom at several complaining children. "What do ya think we 
are the goddam Rockefellers7l"l but, by mid way through the film, seem to be laughing 
at these people, and It was to my ultimate horror and disgust that l viewed the film's 
apparent director come on the screen to explain that the extreme human depravity 
depicted In the film was In fact real, and that "the Scum Family" las he so loklngly refered 
to them! were In truth a real life family who had agreed to be In this documentary. "What 
started out as a terribly touching human Interest story," explained the director, as the 
title MR. X flashed on the bottom of the screen while he spoke, "turned Into a comedyl 
I mean these people are scumi" he said, laughing. 

well, needless to say, I was appalledi Even If It all were a joke, I found It unspeakably 
offensivel However, most of the audience were no longer paying attention By this point, 
as various theatregoers were walking about the crowded room, talking loudly to one 
another, completely Ignoring what was on the screen. What did these people pay their 
money for? I asked myself Incredulously. To talk to their neighbors? Two young men 
were even throwing about a Frisbee, and one of the persons who owned a tape recorder 
turned It up to the max, getting a couple women to dance with him In the aisles to the 
banal beat of the Negroid rhythms, enticing them on with shouts of, "C'mon, Mamal" 
It was precisely at this point that the prolectlonist cranked the soundtrack up to Its 
hightest possible decibel, causing the theatre speakers Inot to mention my earholesi to 
very audibly pop, as Mr, Bo|angles called up to the prolectlon booth, "Hey, dere. White 
Boyl Toln dat shit dovynl" I turned around to see the prolectlonist press his stiff middle 
finger against the glass, as the dancer stated matter-of-factly, "you Is dead mea t, MIstah 
White Muddahfuggahll " as he lept up the aisle with a basketball player's stride. 

I turned back to the screen, horrified, while all around me people laughed and sat 
backwards against the tops of their seats to get a better view of the approaching slaugh- 
ter; I even heard some people making bets as to which man. If either, would live past 
the next five minutes. 

Oh. please Cod, I thought, let me get out of here In one piece! or at least make this 
all a horrifying dreami But, alas, that was not the case. 

On the screen now, Father Putrid had received a phone call from his well-to-do uncle 
In Boston; the uncle had an acgualntance who'd recently been visclously struck down 
by an out of control 7-Up truck. "Come on out herel " unc urged the farting father. "I've 
got a great Ideal " The relative lived In a small section of Boston, and It was when he 
dressed up as a carnival barker Icomplete with bushy moustache and straw hat) and 
pitched the sight of his comatose friend to the residents of his small town that I got up 
to leave, absolutely amazed and Incensed that such Inhumanity be present within the 
same family. 

But, before I could even sgulrm out of my row of seats, I heard a horrid scream come 
from the booth, as the film suddenly broke on the screen, I turned around to see the 
black man beating the prolectlonist over the head with a large, hour reel of film. 

That was when everyone In the place scattered, some laughing, some screaming, but 
all heading for the doors I looked to the screen to see a man being chased across the 
stage by a huge policeman, who was swinging a club and saying, "Stand still so's I kin 
smash you, you sonuvabitch! " 

well, I shot up that aisle like Camera on speed! In the lobby I saw people charging the 
large glass street doors, breaking one of them. One person was even vomiting, for some 
reason. 

Outside the theatre, a couple paddy wagons drove up, out of which Jumped a couple 
dozen cops, all grinning Insanely, resembling wild animals about to kill and feast upon 
their prey; one of them even Intoned, "Let's get 'em, boysil" 

After a moment, I heard screams coming from Inside the movie house, as the police 
were happily performing their civilian duties. On the marguee a theatre attendant was 
changing the title of the now-showing movie to something called COLOSTOMIES ON 
PARADE. 

When I asked the manager why the film had been changed after only one day of Its 
run, he replied, "Why, Isn't It obvious? THE SCUM PEOPLE Is simply too controversial a 
film; It's Inciting riotsi" as If I were the stupid one. -A 
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Beauties 

AND 

Bitches 

by Kirk Gilfillen 


My iidmu i y Kirk Oilflliun diid I ‘ vo btaun 4L uhu lielm ot W.A.H.A.H. 

(Homon'a Aiiutisur Wrustllng AsaocUtlon of llowull) for 12 yejra now. But 
let me aiurt dt the beginning! 

Wliile attending elementary school back in the Fifties, I witnessed 
my first girl fight. It wasn't much of a figlit since the victim was no 
match for her tomboy opponent. After the loser had stopped fighting, the 
nppur-yradu girl continued to verbally and piiysically abuse her. For some 
reason, that experience was my first turn-on. 

As soon as 1 was old enuugit, I began searching out all the adult book 
stores in the Times Sguare-‘12nd Street area of New York City, wJiich was 
only a siiurL subwat ride away. I bypassed the straight porn, the gay stuff 
and even the live sex shows. 1 was looking for material that dealt with a 
femalu who Interacted with another female In a threatening or cruel manner. 
Tills included female wrestling and boxing. IlLb ( bondage ), and SAN (abuse, 
linml 1 iat ion , torture, otc.J Forced lusbianism, tool 

The very first wacjaxlne 1 bouglit was called SEIZK. It had photos of 
nude women wrestling and a great story of a fight between a “good" girl 
and a "bad" girl at a private girls' school. Just as the good girl wins, 
they aio discovered by the Headmistress. The good girl is sentenced to a 
paddling to be administered by the bad girl. I loved iti 

I also began ordering material by mail thru the ads in the magazines and 
my collection began to grow. As of now I have 9b3 stories and cartoon stories, 
181 books and paperbacks, 816 magazines, 239 booklets, 295 films and 16,078 
plioLos. Now that I have a VCR, I'm starting a collection of VMS tapes. 

During the late Sixties and early Sovontles, I thrilled to such movies as 
OMIA'S CIMI.S and II, SA, HARFM KEFPEK OF Tilt OU. SlIElKB In the sleazy 12nd 
.iLroet theatres. 1 mail ordered lots ol material but found that the ads 
promised much but delivered little. My collection was growing but I wanted 
-“ru and better material. Therefore, in 1976, I created W.A.W.A.H. I started 


out with my first 35iiiin camera and my first female fighterj my wife Terry. 
Since then, I've photographed the pros, mudw test 1 er s , go-go dancers and my 
avorltes - the girl next door types. The mothers and daughters whom you 
would see on the street or meet in the stores. In fact. I've photographed 
a mother and daughter who have had catfighls and a grandmother who wrestled 
and boxedi (My phofos have appeared in WOMAN HKESTl.ER, BATTLING BITCHES, 
VICIOUS VIXENS, FIGHTING GALS MONTHLY and URACIILINA|1 In addition to photos, 

1 also produce my own movies and write my own stories. I also have an artist 


lio draws 
contlnim to satisfy 
( I don ' t care what 
to this day, I havi 
You can order ci 
.J.ist send Jl.Qo (ov! 


rauas-|2 . o, 
ample phoL> 
Howell, N.J. 07731. Over the y, 
figure out why this female 

too popular with tli 


fUer being active for 21 years in the fi 
ly perverted little fetish not only legally but creativulyl 
e Guvernmunt liupurts on the Etfucts of Furnuyraphy say - 
not beaten up or raped even one woman who didn’t ask me to) 
tom material or you can order stock from my collection. 
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